me to                                        the house" The

for a                                       she

and                       "Sit  over there/9

his                           jplayed

agaiii^ loudly         swiftly 5 with cold hysterical skill

Overhead Harry thumped           across thff floor; they

the stairs, Harry was still talking; the voices

OH toward the rear., ceased* Belle continued to

play; still about him in the darkening room that blind

protective antagonism,, like a muscular contraction that

remains after the impulse of fright has died* Without

turning her head she said, "Are you going to stay to

supper?"

He was not, he answered, waking suddenly. She did
not rise with him^ did not turn her head9 and he let
himself out the front door and into the late spring
twilight, where was already a faint star above the wind-
trees* On the drive just without the garage5 Harry*$
new car stood. At the moment he was doing something
to the engine of it while the house-yard-stable-boy held
a patent trouble-lamp above the beetling crag of his
headf and his daughter and Hachel^ holding tools or
detached sections of the car9s vitals, leaned their in-
tent dissimilar faces across his bent back and into the
soft bluish glare of the light. Horace went on home-
ward. Twilight, evening^ came swiftly. Before he
reached the corner where he turned^ the street
sputtered and failed^ then glared above the intersec-
tions^ beneath the arching trees,

9

It was the                of little  Belle's  recital^  the

climacteric of her musical year- During the whole eve*
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